After the first weeding comes the second.
The thoughts of all are turning towards cab-
bages and peas, and the time for haymaking is
in the offing, when, lo and behold! Sherre
calmly writes in his Sunday application:
"forty persons for weeding the beet."

Vershnev, the secretary of the Council,
reads this cool request lo himself indignantly,
and bangs with his fist on the table:

"What's this? Again the beets? When will
it be over, confound and blast it! Perhaps
you've given in an old application by mis-
take? "

UA new application," said Sherre calmly.
"Forty persons, and seniors, please."

Maria Kondratyevna, who had taken a
hut for the summer in our neighbourhood,
was present at the Council, and the dimples
in her cheeks peeped out playfully at the
indignant colonists.

"How lazy you are, you boys! But you
like beetroot in borshcli, I'm sure!"

Semyon bent his head and declaimed
with expression:

"In the first place, it's fodder beet, con-
found it! In the second place, why don't
you come and help us weed it? If you do us
the favour of working just one day, then I
promise to get up a mixed detachment to
work at the beet until we finish the blasted
thing off!"
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